


























































Hester Prynne, gazing steadfastly at the clergyman, felt a dreary influence
come over her, but wherefore or whence she knew not; unless that he
seemed so remote from her own sphere, and utterly beyond her reach. One
glance of recognition, she had imagined, must needs pass between them.
She thought of the dim forest, with its little dell of solitude, and love, and an-
guish, and the mossy tree-trunk, where, sitting hand in hand, they had min-
gled their sad and passionate talk with the melancholy murmur of the brook.
How deeply had they known each other then! And was this the man? She
hardly knew him now! He, moving proudly past, enveloped, as it were, in
the rich music, with the procession of majestic and venerable fathers ; he, so
unattainable in his worldly position, and still more so in that far vista of his
unsympathizing thoughts, through which she now beheld him! Her spirit
sank with the idea that all must have been a delusion, and that, vividly as
she had dreamed it, there could be no real bond betwixt the clergyman and
herself. And thus much of woman was there in Hester, that she could
scarcely forgive him,―least of all now, when the heavy footstep of their ap-
proaching Fate might be heard, nearer, nearer, nearer! ―for being able so
completely to withdraw himself from their mutual world ; while she groped









“Thou shalt forgive me!” cried Hester, flinging herself on the fallen leaves
beside him. “Let God punish! Thou shalt forgive!” With sudden and des-
perate tenderness, she threw her arms around him, and pressed his head
against her bosom; little caring though his cheek rested on the scarlet let-
ter. He would have released himself, but strove in vain to do so. Hester
would not set him free, lest he should look her sternly in the face. All the
world had frowned on her, ―for seven long years had it frowned upon this
lonely woman, ―and still she bore it all, nor ever once turned away her
firm, sad eyes. Heaven, likewise, had frowned upon her, and she had not
died. But the frown of this pale, weak, sinful, and sorrow-stricken man was






It was my folly, and thy weakness.... what had I to do with youth and beauty
like thine own! Misshapen from my birth-hour, how could I delude myself
with the idea that intellectual gifts might veil physical deformity in a young
girl’s fantasy! …
“thou knowest that I was frank with thee. I felt no love, nor feigned any.”
“True!” replied he. “It was my folly! I have said it. But, up to that epoch
of my life, I had lived in vain. The world had been so cheerless! My heart
was a habitation large enough for many guests, but lonely and chill, and
without a household fire. I longed to kindle one! It seemed not so wild a




the simple bliss, which is scattered far and wide, for all mankind to gather
up, might yet be mine. And so, Hester, I drew thee into my heart, into its
innermost chamber, and sought to warm thee by the warmth which thy




















































にする。“Our love, woman, was Folly and the voice that we heard was a false


























“Hush, Hester, hush!” said he, with tremulous solemnity. “The law we
broke! ―the sin here so awfully revealed! ―let these alone be in thy
thoughts! I fear! I fear! It may be, that, when we forgot our God, ―when
we violated our reverence each for the other’s soul, ―it was thenceforth
vain to hope that we could meet hereafter, in an everlasting and pure reu-











“Look your last on the scarlet letter and its wearer!” ―the people’s victim
and life-long bond-slave, as they fancied her, might say to them. “Yet a little
while, and she will be beyond your reach! A few hours longer, and the deep,
mysterious ocean will quench and hide for ever the symbol which ye have



































































Woman’s intellect should never give the tone to that of man, and even her
morality is not exactly the material for masculine virtue. A false liberality
which mistakes the strong division lines of Nature for arbitrary distinctions,
and a courtesy, which might polish criticism but should never soften it, have
done their best to add a girlish feebleness to the tottering infancy of our lit-
erature. The evil is likely to be a growing one. As yet, the great body of
American women are a domestic race ; but when a continuance of ill-judged




obvious circumstances which will render female pens more numerous and
more prolific than those of men, though but equally encouraged ; and (lim-
ited of course by the scanty support of the public, but increasing indefinitely
within those limits) the ink-stained Amazons will expel their rivals by actual

















ホーソーンはヘスターに “liberality”を与え，“the whole system of ancient
prejudice had been overthrown and rearranged”している時代精神 (“the spirit
of the age”)を吸収することを許す｡しかし彼女が女性全体の問題(“the whole
race of womanhood”) として思考を深めようとすると “the false liberality”と
して “liberality” を奪い去ってしまう。そして “a woman never overcomes















1. Roland Jeffe制作・監督，Demi Moore主演の The Scarlet Letter（1995年）であ












3. 本稿では Nathaniel Hawthorne の次の二作品から原文を引用する。引用原文の
直後の（ ）内に前者はＳＬ後者はＢＲと略称してページ数を付記する。The
Scarlet Letter : An Annotated Text, Background and Sources, Essays in Criticism, ed.
Sculley Bradley, Richmond Croom Beatty and E. Hudson Long. (New York ; W.W.
Norton & Company ; 1962.) The Blithedale Romance : Authoritative Text, Back-









In one of the upper chambers, I saw a young man in a dressing-gown, standing before
the glass and brushing his hair, for a quarter-of-an-hour together. He then spent an
equal space of time in the elaborate arrangement of his cravat, and finally made his
appearance in a dress-coat, which I suspected to be newly come from the tailor’s, and
now first put on for a dinner-party. At a window of the next story below, two chil-
dren, prettily dressed, were looking out. By-and-by, a middle-aged gentleman came
softly behind them, kissed the little girl, and playfully pulled the little boy’s ear. It
was a papa, no doubt, just come in from his counting-room or office ; and anon ap-
peared mamma, stealing as softly behind papa, as he had stolen behind the children,
and laying her hand on his shoulder to surprise him. Then followed a kiss between






















彼女たちにいつの日か “a new truth would be revealed, in order to establish the

























8. Nathaniel Hawthorne, “Mrs. Hutchinson,” in Tales and Sketches, ed. Roy Harvey







Nathaniel Hawthorne as a Sexist
Classics are both reread and rewritten. The Scarlet Letter was rewritten re-
cently in the 1995 film starring Demi Moore. Currently thriving feminism, as
one currently reigning “reader,” accuses Hawthorne, of prejudicially directing
Hester into needlework in atonement for her sin. In order to understand the
context in which this film was produced, I draw on a Japanese feminist, Kazuko
Takemura, who detects sexism in heterosexism. According to her, marriage is
a modern invention based on a prejudicial preference for heterosexuality over ho-
mosexuality. Heterosexual marriage is now such an established fiction with its
tripartite drama of love of individuals, reproduction of a species, and family as a
social institution.
The novel celebrates the significance of the modern marriage by challenging
it through the introduction of a heterosexual lover into the heterosexual relation-
ship between husband and wife. Both the husband and the wife defend the social
institution of marriage, the former wishing to develop the loveless arranged mar-
riage into a warm one of love, the latter claiming theirs was invalid because it
was loveless.
What happens if one of the heterosexual partners in marriage has a homo-
sexual affair? Is this adultery? It is definitely a challenge to the institution of
marriage in terms of its reproductive function. Hawthorne would never ask this
kind of question. He never thought about this much talked-about homosexuality.
He is a hetero-“sexist” as Takemura puts it.
The film aims at a rewriting of the story of heterosexual love ; it begins with
a celebration of heterosexual love and gradually diminishes its appreciation,
eventually emasculating the male protagonist so far idolized as a being deeper
than the female protagonist. Pearl’s report of their “happy ending” is an anticli-




film, Dimmesdale is an opportunist in the patriarchal Puritan society ; the more
feministic Hester grows, the more patriarchal Dimmesdale becomes. To the
radically anti-establishment Hester her patriarchal lover gives vent to the feeling
that the reader of the novel would never expect in Dimmesdale : “Our love,
woman, was folly and the voice that we heard was a false one and we have been
justly punished for listening to it.”
Hawthorne wrote in “Mrs. Hutchinson” : “Woman’s intellect should never
give the tone to that of man, and even her morality is not exactly the material for
masculine virtue. A false liberality which mistakes the strong division lines of
Nature for arbitrary distinctions, and a courtesy, which might polish criticism but
should never soften it, have done their best to add a girlish feebleness to the tot-
tering infancy of our literature.” He gave Hester a “liberality” allowing her to
imbibe “the spirit of the age” when “the whole system of ancient prejudice had
been overthrown and rearranged.” But when she went on as far as thoughts on
“the whole race of womanhood,” he held back “the false liberality” and decided
that “a woman never overcomes these problems by any exercise of thought.” Is
Hawthorne afraid of being sympathetic to self-asserting women with their intel-
lectual faculty activated? Is this the reason why he gives only one letter to
Hester? Why didn’t he give all the letters needed for “thoughts” visiting her
alone in her house? Why didn’t he allow Hester to resort to her pen? We are
told that Hawthorne happened to see, along with the scarlet letter, Surveyor
Pue’s narrative from oral testimony of aged persons who saw Hester, “in their
youth,” and remembered her as a stately woman. He could have found Hester’s
narrative on her life and her opinion on the situation of women.
We should take into consideration the historical context of Hawthorne’s
hetero-sexism. He lived, as most of us do, in the patriarchal tradition of modern
marriages. We should also consider Hawthorne’s allocation of intellect to men
and heart to women in terms of gender as recent feminists use the word. In this
context, then, Hawthorne was a sexist when he allowed Hester needlework but
not pens.
